
Vpon his party for the gaine thereof 
And thereupon he fends you this good newes: 

That this fame very day, your enemies, 

T he kindred of the Queene,muft die at Pornfret. 

Haft . Indeed I>un no mourner for this newes. 

Because they haue bcene ftill mine enemies ; 

But that lie giuc my voyce on Bfthardsddc, 

To barre my maifters hcircs in true difeent, 

God knowes 1 will not do it to the death. 
fa, God keepeyour Lordlhip in that gracious mindc, 
Hafi, But I (hall laugh at this a twclmonth hence, 

That they who brought me in my maifters hate, 

I line to lookc vpon their tragedie : 

1 tell th c.Catesby. fa. What my Lord ? 

Hafi. Etc a fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend fome packing, thatyet thinkc not on it. 

Cat, Tisavilethingto die my gratious Lord 
When men are vnprcpard.andlookenot for it. 

Haft. O monftrous,monftrous,and fofalsitout 
VJiihRiuersH'anghan, Gray t and fo twilldoo 
With fome men clse,who thinkc therafelues as fafe 
As thou,and I, who as thou knowft are deare 
T o princely Richard -, and to Buckingham. 

Cat, The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Hafi. I know they do, and I haue well deferuedit. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

What my L. where is your Boare-fpeare man ? 

Feare you the Boare, and goe you lo vnprouided ? 

Stan , My L. good morrow .• good morrow Catesby; 

You mayiefton,but by the holy Roode, 

I do not like thelefeuerallcouncels I. 

Haft. MyL. 1 hold my life as deare as you do yours, 
And neuerin my life 1 do proteft. 

Was it more precious to me they it is now, 

Thinkc you, but that I know <?ur ftacc fecore, 
Iwouldbefotryumphantas lam i 

Jfd .The Lords of < P*mfret when they rode from Lond#* 
Wcrciocund^ndfuppofdc their ftates was furc, , 
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find Indeed had no caafe to miftruft .• 

But yet you fee how foonethe day orecaft, 
jhisfudden fcab of rancor ] mifdeubt, 
p M y God, 1 fay, I prouea ncedlclfe coward, 

But come my L.ftall we to the Tower ? 

Hafi I go .-.but ftay,heareyou not the newes i 
This day tnofe men you talke of, are beheaded. 

Sta. They for their truth might better .wearc their heads, 
l Then fome that haue accufed them wearc their hats : 

But come my L. let vs aw ay. Exit. L. Standby, & Cat . 

Hafi. Go you before, He follow prefently. 

Enter Hr ft mgs a Ptirfinant. 

Haft. Well met Haftmgi l .ow goes the world with thee ? 

7«r. ( he better rbar it pleafe your good Lordlhip to ask. 

Haft. I tell thee f ellow , tis better with me now, 

Then when I metthcelaft where now we mecte : 

Then was 1 going prifoner to the Tower, 

Bvthefugueihon of rheQueenes allies .* 

But now 1 tell th ee ( kecpeit to thy felfc) 

This day thofe enemies are pat to death. 

And I in better date then eucr I was. 

Pur. Go d hold it to your Honours good content.- 

Haft. Gramcrcy Ha/fmgs, hold fpend thou that. 

He giues him his purfe. 

Pw.GodfaueyourLordfhip. Sxit.^Pur, Enter aprieft. 

Haft. What fir iohn,you are well met' 

I am beholding to you for yo.ur laft day es cxercifc .• 

Corne the next Sabboth,*nd I willcontentyou. He whifpers 
Enter ‘Buckingham* (in his ear e. 

Buc, HownowLord Chamberlain e,what talking with a 
Your friends at Pomfret they, do need the Prieft. (prieiR 

Your Honour hath no fbriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith,and when 1 met thisholy man, 
Thofemenyou talke of, came into my minde;. 

What, go you to the T ower my Lord i 

Buc, 1 do, but long 1 (hall not Say, 

Ifhall returne before your Lordfliip thence. 

tf*/?.Tis like enough.for I fray dinner there. 

Sue. And fupper too,alchoBglf thoo kn 0 wh it nut * 
Cqvzz 
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